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. +. for my grandma, 
Ruth Janow, 
who has always told me 
to write down everything... 
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The Grounds Crew 


gathered the leaves, 
blew them right over the bank, 
down the hill 
and watched them 

twist and tumble into 
the lake, 

float towards the middle 

like dragonflies at rest. 


That Storm 


The once spotted sky 

became one sheet of deep, painful black, 
gigantic rips shattered my thoughts, 
water beat and tore all signs of life and 
patiently I waited for it to cease, 


a different world when it laid to rest. 


The sun spread so scarcely across the mountains, 
warmth missing us no more than an inch, 
passing swarms of wind reminded us of their power, 


pink blossoms gone, ignorant of their death. 


Black Woman—waiting room, train station 


I moved my coat 

and she sat down beside me, 
then 

she stared at my paper. 

I didn’t want her to know 

she was part of my poem 

so I began to draw, 

to entertain, 

and she watched, 

long and square 

like her four inch heels 

until they announced her train 
in a language I couldn't understand, 
and she left, 

I stayed, 


not saying a word. 


Waiting for Train to Merano: 12:27 a.m. 


He couldn't be more than five feet tall 
but lanky 
and hunched over in the red chair of the train station. 
One leg 
hanging 
over the other, 
his bearded chin arrest in his right palm, 
with his sleeping bag 
and a newspaper 


he seems relaxed. 


Life is more than this 

$50 travelers check in my pocket, 
but I have not lived without it, 

he has 

and the man asleep in the corner has, 


the lady beside me is no longer worried about wealth, 


and I am here, 
like rain amidst severe weather, 


and I am thankful. 


When the sun rises 
and the train comes, 


T’ll be home. 


Because of the Big Glass Window 


When Brigitte came 
with the bird, 


several gathered around. 


Dead, 

cradled by her 
slender hands, lay 
the speckled body of 


a female. 


Wrapped in a white 

towel, as done before, 

the bird will stay, 

until her son comes 

with a note and a shoe box 
to perform the burial. 


Passion is stirred in the 

shortest of seconds 

and mothers have a love 

that spreads like an antique quilt, 
on a fall night, 

in the cold, 


And I think of my mother, 

and her story of the 

preying mantis: 

she was only trying 

to remove it from the 

door handle, but 

instead swept it beneath the car. 
It was not her fault. 


For a moment, 

the Alps 

remind me of the Blue Ridge, 
and Ara 

of our own retriever, 

and in this moment, 

inside myself, 


I weep with you. 


Celebrate 
the core 
ofa 


woman! 


‘lime 


a faucet 
with continual drip, 
the dip 
dap 
patter 
of each significant 
diamond 
falling into 
the drain... 


drain me of despair. 


The Swan 


Incessant bather! 

Plunge your black beak once more 
beneath the surface of your 

small but suitable pond! 


St. Marco, Mid-day 


With bread, cheese 

and wine, 

we take rest on a bench 
amid tourists and pigeons 
and pushcarts selling 
ceramic masks and 
sweatshirts saying 


Venezia. 


The gondoliers in black 
sailor suits, straw hats 
with red or blue ribbons 
and the lady in the 
leopard skinned sweater 
buying bags of kernels 
for 1500 lira. 


Everyone is here 

for diferent reasons, 

every voice becomes more 
aud more distant as I 

sink into the page, 
watching everyone scurry 
like the pigeons themselves, 
teeling the sun ayainst my 
black shirt, 

still casting the wine 


from moments ayo. 
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We are each a piece 

of the mosaic, 

the languages, 

like ditterent colored tiles, 
the canals—gray grout 
connecting each image 

to the next, 

the final picture is that of 


a thousand angles. 


I slide beneath 
the silky sheets 
of Venice, 

wrap my body 


with memories. 


Piecing it Together 


i; 

I think I know 

now, 

what grandma meant 
about her frustration 


with memory. 


2: 

Today, sadly, 

Mary told us of 

the death of Laughlin. 
In our hands 

lies his work, where 
his heart still beats. 


EF 


Haven't we all seen wild flowers in the height of summer? 


4. 

Just weeks ago, 

the vineyards shone green, 
blue clusters 

dangled 

as a child’s feet 

in a high chair, 

and I took it for granted. 


There is hardly even any brown now. 


5. 
Oh, and I must 
not forget my grandmother, 


the reason for this poem. 


Strong minded woman 

at home 

in her books 

amongst her piles of articles 
and documents and the 


latest reports. 


Names and dates 
sneak from her mind 
while she is not 
watching, 

she’s misplaced 

her car keys and 


her favorite reading glasses. 


But she has not 
forgotten how to love, 
or to look at the sun, 
or argue the quickest 
of minds into 

silence. 

She has not forgotten 
the peacefulness alive 
in a single flower, 

the satisfaction of 
watching animals, 
(humans have so much to learn) 


the comfort in caring for them. 


She has not lost the 
power of learning, 
a mosaic of a thousand colors, 
a river with uncountable tributaries, 


a butterfly of unlimited flight. 


When you die Ruth Janow, your spirit 


will permeate my life like water. 


6. 

It is a poet's duty, 

I think, 

to immortalize the 
things that are felt. 
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The Animals 


Have you ever seen a cat 
search for the one spot 

in a house where the sun 
is shining through, 
where the carpet is bright 
rather then shaded? 


Have you seen her lie 
down in it, 

tuck her two front paws 
neatly under her body, 
one at a time— 

her eyes glide shut— 
her queenly sleep? 


Iam the cat, 

only in a coffee shop, 

in Italy, 

and I’m afraid they'd 

be offended if I sprawled 
upon their table 


and took a rest. 


Oh—how lucky are the animals! 


Walking on Sunday, Before Tea 


Blue aprons 

and unusual wool hats, 
fresh apricot jam, 
bread from the bakers 
in the village. 


Rows of vineyards, 
brown vines clipped, 
stores boarded up, 
the menu's for cafés 


taken inside. 


Children with sticks, 
like swords, 
truckloads of straw 
for delivery, 


red metal mail boxes, 


stone walls. 
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Laundry Mat 


There's an older woman 

folding some g-string panties 

and I'd be willing to bet 

they don’t belong to her, and 
those young children that keep 
calling her mom, the one’s she 
keeps calling down— 

I'd say in real life, 

she’s probably their grandmother. 


And the man a couple of seats over 
just stumbled across the room 

to reach the bathroom— 

if I didn’t know he was piss drunk 
from his wandering eyes, I'd 

probably have thought he was crippled. 
He found his way back shortly, took 
the time to call me 


“ce ” 
sweetheart. 


I look back towards the woman— 

I keep noticing how she handles life. 

I'll say this, I’ve never seen such a 

perfected technique for folding laundry, 

I mean she treats each fold of cloth 

as if it were a memory, a messenger of thought, 
or a keeper of some moral wisdom 

that will some day be passed on to those 


who remember to notice. 


I Wonder If Max Knows That He Will 
Soon Be Dead 


Cancer has roosted in my dog’s chest 

Like some type of evil bird, 

Sharpened talons, ready to draw death from the veins of 
innocence. 

Didn’t Cancer know that it was not welcome, 

Was it that rude to barge into our lives 

And push us around like sick, defenseless children? 

Why does it wish to stay there and rip him from strength 

And make him cough and move 

As if he’s been deprived of food for years? 

Why does it leave us to be the killers of 

One who is no less than a king, of one 

Who could let you find yourself 

by looking into his watery eyes 


and sailing on the oceans they make? 
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Pause 


I have become wound up, let go, 
and sent sailing 

at a speed faster than I 

wish to travel, 

over waters that make 

me cold and frightened. 

So this is how the feelings come, 
all at once 


piercing, 


like a hook. 


While Others Sleep 


Some folks move 

too quickly to notice 
little things. 

I'd like to take 

them with me 
through what I know as 
beauty. 

We'd stop to look 
inside some 

lightning struck tree, 
bend down and 

pick up the one rock 
that seems to 

belong in your pocket. 
We'd take time 

to sit and think 

of nothing and 

then everything, 

wed go easy 

among a field of flowers, 
maybe even pause 

for a moment— 

our faces lifted to 

the sun— 

our eyelids glazed 


with warmth. 
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For Cornelius, small body, enormous soul 


I wish I could hide him 

in the palm of my hand 

to keep wickedness from rap-tapping 
on his dance floor, but I can’t, 

he would not fit. 

So if I could choose another place 

I would plant him 

in the delightful forsythia, 

and his branch would be the brightest. 
There he could be wild, and rich, 
bending to feel the earth, forming a 
dome-like shelter, a perfect place 

for a frightened cat, or rabbit, 

or myself. 

And when his yellow tokens have 
made their final appearance, 

and this I would know, 

I would clip him, like a small 

piece of sunshine, and 


give him to a friend. 


The Flower Gardens 


The voice of nature 
is perhaps the loudest 
when time is taken to 


listen. 


We are creatures of 
a beautiful, busy and 


confusing world. 


It is within the tiniest 
of petals that we 

may find our inspiration 
to live— 

and to learn— 


and to do it gracefully. 
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The clarity of voice in these poems makes 
the unrecognized glow and the seldom- 
noticed flare up. The author conveys the 
haunting importance of small things and 

there is surprise in their progression. 
The vision in each poem is realized 


even as its mystery lingers. 
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